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	1. Chapter 1

When people think of a fourteen year old boy, they think of a poindexter, scrawny adolescent with acne covering every square inch of their face. A boy who gets thrown into lockers and have upperclassmen pushing him around. Or, it could be the complete opposite. But no one would actually think that a fourteen year old would be studying _advanced engineering mathematics_, and entered into such an elite university of technology.

Well, this young boy is doing just that. Sitting down on a computer chair, with his brain almost fried and his hair tousled into a messy concoction, his head laying on his arm in frustration on a problem. Never has he ever been stuck on a mathematical equation - in fact when Hiro was around just four years old, his older brother was given a theorem that Hiro discovered, and when he accomplished it, it was notably justify that Hiro was a genus. Smarter than his older brother, and proved a _theorem _no mathematician could do. But these goddamn _equations_ were going to be the death of him. The problem is, the actual course isn't hard, but his teacher expects so _much_ of him because of his intellectual powers he entitles, that his professor gives him insane and onerous work. It wasn't like Hiro could ask Tadashi for help either, he would lose his end of the deal. (When Hiro was around 12 years old, he told Tadashi he would not ever need to ask him for help, with anything. Especially not math or physics. Because he told his older brother that he was "too smart" to ask for help.) If he lost his deal, he would have to pay Tadashi fifty yen. Not a lot, but Hiro was a man of saving money - for robotic purposes, that is. And of course, gummy bears with Japanese soda pop.

The room was warm, and the windows were ajar to allow the winter's wind to come in and prevent their bedroom from becoming into a sauna. "_Hirooo_~ Do you need he-"

"No! I don't need your dumb self!"

"Ow!" Tadashi whined, dodging the large books away from his body. "- Was that even necessary- hey! Stop throwing your text- _OW_!"

Once Hiro ran out, he could feel his stomach yearning for comfort. Maybe food would help him. Gosh, throwing those books made him so hungry. "When is dinner? Maybe I just need food." Hiro asked, pushing away from his desk and spinning in his chair.

Tadashi felt his own stomach grumbling from the mention of food. Food. Food. Food. Oh lord, how hungry he was. "I dunno, I'll go check up on Cass," Tadashi murmured, with his mouth drooling from the mention of delicious nourishment that will soon enter his system. He placed down his book, exiting the room with his reveries displaying a scrumptious meal.

Hiro's computer let out a beep, grasping his attention. He spun around, averting his gaze as a new message icon popped up. It was honestly the closest thing Hiro could get as a phone. It wasn't the best thing, but hey, it was better than having no communications at all. It wasn't like Hiro didn't want a phone, but whenever his aunt asked if he wanted one, he always said no. Well, now he wants one and his aunt is constantly forgetting every holiday. Oh well.

_Hey Hiro, got us a gig. Come join me at 8, it's gonna be lit!_

The corners of Hiro's mouth slowly tugged their way up, and his eyes lit up with elation. He met this guy for quite a while now, and it was the greatest friend Hiro could ask for. Being a natural smart ass, this 14 year old doesn't allow much social activities into his life (not on purpose, of course). Unless that social life meant beatings and name-callings and constant bullying. Especially out of pure jealousy. - But hey! Hiro made it just okay - well sort of.. Okay, not really. There was a really dark time in his life, but he slowly dug himself out of it. Hiro doesn't really like to think back to those time periods, however due to his lack of social interactions with people other than himself, his aunt and his older brother, he was beyond awkward and know not what to say. Because of this, Hiro can't exactly indicate social behaviors, as in, if someone is truly being genuine with the words they spit out. Heck, he's proud when he makes one friend, and on his _own_ with that!

Why yes, the child prodigy is quite an enlightened one to simple things. Hiro took his robot, rolling across his floor with papers and clothes laid haphazardly towards his bed. He leaped on top his bed and stuck his hand outside the window feeling the cold wind. It was a nippy March day but not too freezing for a sweater. Besides, the place would be hot- really balmy if anything, like a tropical, sizzling summer day. He'll just take his sweater just in case. Hiro stuffed his Megabot in his pocket, heading out of his bedroom door.

Tadashi was helping his aunt serve them their dinner, as he placed a scoopful of rice on each plate. "Hiro, come help out."

"Oh, well I was going to go and hang out with Fabrice."

Aunt Cass averted her attention to Hiro, stirring her homemade stir fry. "Aw, but dinner is ready. Plus it's really late out-"

"I'll be back soon, no need to worry. He just asked me to help with a science project. When I come back I'll just eat."

"Don't stay out too late or I will kill you," Cass glared, pointing her finger at him sternly. "10 o'clock is your curfew, understand?"

Hiro shrugged, taking a glance at Tadashi. Oh, Tadashi knew where he was going. But they made a promise that they will never bail on each other, so as usual, Hiro casually walked out of the house, already feeling that rough winter wind brushing past him.

He walked the empty road of San Fransokyo in the dark side of the ally. The clouds were covering the sky and the graffiti vandalized the blocks of rotten and decaying buildings that had chipping walls. The pavement wasn't all that promising either, the potholes made Hiro trip more than once. It also didn't help that his stomach was grumbling like a wild man - like a starving prisoner who just survived an imprisonment. _It also didn't help_ that he just passed by the mouthwatering whiff of barbecue sauce and grilled ribs. Oh, that stir fry sounds _so_ good just about now. Perhaps after the bot fight he could grab a quick bite at Nosh-and-Bosh. They have some pretty good fries, oh, and sundaes.

Ugh, now Hiro's really hungry.

"Hey!"

Hiro leaped, jerking his body around seeing Fabrice removing his hands from Hiro's shoulders.

"Sheesh man, don't scare me like that." They both laughed, walking through the alleyway. "H-hey, where's Grace?"

Fabrice chewed on his gum, making Hiro drool at the scrumptious aroma of Juicy Fruit. "I told her it would just be the guys tonight. You know, she told me she likes you."

Hiro was caught off guard. Back up, likes Hiro? He only met her two months ago. How can one say they like someone without actually getting to know them. Hiro thought that only happened in Disney movies. And his life is not going to end up as a cheesy Disney movie. Grace couldn't possibly like him - unless of course it's because of his hideous looks. Hiro can list all the reasons why Grace shouldn't like him. And he couldn't think of one to actually allow himself to think someone likes him.

Hiro blushed, motioning his head side to side. "I don't really like her like that though…"

Fabrice smirked, staring at his flushed friend. "You know…" Fabrice trailed off, taking out his phone and placing his arm around Hiro's shoulder. "You might change your mind once you see her _nudes_."

Hiro cringed, pushing Fabrice off of him. "Gross dude, she isn't like that!"

Fabrice almost collapsed on the floor in laughter. Struggling to open the door from his ecstasy. "Yo, I was totally just kidding. You should have seen your face - _priceless_!"

"Ha-ha, _hilarious_." Hiro rolled his eyes, entering the room, waiting for his turn to sit down onto the pillow. The crowds were yelling and cheering with bottles of liquor in their hands.

Hiro used his same tactic and sat on the pillow, betting on half of his money making his opponent bet even more. The older man had a beard whiter than Santa's, and his breath could be smelled from miles away ~ it was such a repugnant scent of rum. The crowd knew Hiro, and some who didn't, underestimated him like he was a joke. Well, who would have thought a 14 year old kid, who looks like he hasn't even gone through puberty yet, is going to win against a boulder. His little, puny robot wasn't going to win against a truck. Right?

Once the fight started, Hiro purposely lost, betting even more money. This was a daily routine at this point. He loses intentionally just so he can gather more than 20000 yen. Yeah, Hiro is a little rascal in many people's eyes. Hiro placed down more than 50 grand of yen in the tray, eyeing as the old man complacently dumped twice the amount. Only the Lord knew how much this man wished he didn't spend his rent money that night.

With just a flick of a few buttons it was obvious who was winning. Little prodigy boy who usually won everything - finally got to keep his _130,000_ yen. Who knew, right? Hiro grabbed the money, walking away from the old man who was on the edge of tears. Pretty much all the bot fights were in dark alleyways of San Fransokyo, you would think a 14 year old would be a little apprehensive around danger. Not this kid, this kid was practically vein to the bone around people. Which made him a little overwhelming to be around. Especially after he won - whether it was easy or not. However, something about tonight made his skin crawl. Was it the flickering light or the sky that laid eerily across the city that was pretty dark tonight? There were no stars nor a moon, and the ominous clouds that threatened to allow small flurries to glide through the frigid air.

It felt like a true horror movie to Hiro. Two teenagers walking through dark alleyways in the depths of hell. Sounds a recipe for a killer to come out of nowhere. Well stay tune! Will they survive? Or will they die?

"Hey," Hiro jerked from Fabrice's surprise speech. "I need your help with something."

"Uh… Sure? What is it?"

Fabrice felt a little skittish to ask but he had to. Otherwise him and his friend would get the dirt. It was wrong yes, and Hiro would most likely get the wrong idea - no it's not even wrong. It's the truth, he was practically using Hiro to get money. "I need you to give me 50 grand."

Hiro was confused and stopped short in his tracks. Fabrice silently cursed himself, stopping as well and facing Hiro's face. "Why?"

Hiro grew defensive and clenched his money tightly in his pockets. The hunger in his stomach was increasing rapidly. The weather was too cold and his thoughts weren't processing correctly. Not only that, but starvation changes a person, and Hiro was growing angrier than he usually would. At least Hiro would make rational decisions and connect A and B together, but right now, all Hiro could think was this kid was using him for only money. That's why he didn't bring Grace. Did he set Hiro up?

"Hiro, it's too complicated. But I promise I'll pay you back. If you don't want to get hurt, then I suggest you giving me the money."

* * *

><p>Tadashi Hamada was enjoying his lovely dinner with his favorite aunt in the whole world, (to be honest, Tadashi didn't even know if he had anymore aunts or uncles) Cass, not paying any mind to his phone that was sending out alarms from Hiro's jacket. He took his poker cards, contemplating if he should be betting on his lucky stars. He was biting his tongue and secretly taking sneaky glances at Cass. A full house baby! He was going to get all the money tonight!<p>

"Full house," Tadashi smirked, slamming down the cards. "Two eights, and three jokers."

Cass sucked her teeth, rolling her eyes. "Sorry baby, looks like I got a fuller house. Royal flush."

Tadashi's mouth literally dropped with eyes locked onto Cass's deck of cards. "H-how?"

"I don't know, once DJ and Stephanie grew up, I just knew."

Err...

* * *

><p>"Here I thought you were my friend - instead you just wanted to hang out for <em>money<em>! You're just like everyone else!"

Fabrice captivated his gaze on the wet concrete, feeling the guilt of playing Hiro tonight. He should have just asked before, he's sure Hiro would have said yes. This was the wrong time, oh how guilty he felt. "Hiro, I know this seems like I'm playing you but, I didn't mean to ask you like that."

"What did you mean then?" Hiro stuffed his money in his pocket, scowling at his friend. How could Fabrice use him like that? And how did Hiro not catch on?

"Please-"

"Fabrice!" Fabrice cringed, and Hiro was addled at the man's sudden appearance. Was he going to die? Is this the night where he actually says goodbye to his lucky stars? "Where the fuck is the money?"

The money… The money, is this why Fabrice asked? Shit. Why was Hiro being so stubborn? It's because he's hungry. All he wants is food. Maybe a little bit of food will calm down everyone. Yeah? Yeah. Yeah of course.

"I-I-I don't have it, give me one more day, just one. Is all I ask."

The buffed man that looked like Cyborg chuckled. And it wasn't the haha, so nice type of chuckle. It was the chuckle that was alarming, the one that's made Hiro's stomach churn. And not because of hunger. "Who the hell is this kid?"

Fabrice tried to force himself not to tremble with fear, but his hands were already shaking. Hiro sort of just stayed back at a far enough distance. Why was he brought in this petty argument? He might as well give the guy all his money at this point, and if the guy did ask Hiro for money, and Hiro said no, well people might as well consider him suicidal.

"He's just my friend."

The tattooed covered man shook the ground with every step he took when he headed towards Hiro. Before Hiro could nonchalantly say hi, he was lifted up by the man's monstrous hands as if he was a one pound dumbbell. Curse Hiro and his weightless body. "Well you better go and get me your money or I will do a lot of shitty things to this piece of crap."

Ouch, there goes Hiro's self esteem.

Fabrice knew what his friend was in for if he didn't get the money. They would do everything they did to him, possibly worse. Fabrice still had a scar on his forearm from the burn mark they sheared on him with a metal stick. Melting his skin to the bone. But every time was different.

The panic was arising rapidly in Hiro's mind. Why wasn't Tadashi here by now? The only reason he kept calm was because silently knew Tadashi would come riding on his motorcycle to rescue Hiro. So where was he? Is he sleeping? Hiro gulped, wincing as he tried to gasp for air. "H-hey, let's talk a-about this," Hiro tried to speak, only for his words to come out muffled. His wobbly hands drew the money to the guy's face.

The man laughed such a manic laugh, with a leer grin and devilish eyes. It was the same gaze, the same sound this man laughed when Fabrice was in that very position. It was already too late for Hiro, this guy was going to take him to his "lovely" hangout, where he and his demented buddies would do all the wrong to Hiro. And the worse part was, it was all Fabrice's fault. He genuinely liked Hiro as a friend, and Hiro did not deserve this at all. He deserves so much better, and he deserves much more reverence than the respect they're going to give him. Hiro deserves someone who actually cares about him, and not someone who cares only about their own selfish wishes.

"42, he didn't do anything wrong. Just leave him alone," Fabrice declared with a sturdy voice. He had to muster all the courage within him to actually try and defend Hiro.

42 laughed once more, turning his head like a mental patient. "You should really just shut the _fuck_ up before I get really pissed off." 42 gritted his teeth, growling like a rabid dog. He pulled his attention back to Hiro, who was struggling to be let loose. His airways were closing and the oxygen was slowly running out.

_Tadashi where are you?_

Hiro looked around, swinging his leg to kick 42 in the groin before he slammed Hiro on the floor. Hiro grimaced, feeling his ribs throbbing - they were most probably fractured at this point. But Hiro was a smart kid, and he knew when to let pain stop him.

_The three boys were all gathered around, circling Hiro in a tight space. The 8 year old was confused as to why they were angry at him. _

_"So you think you are better than us now, do you?" Matthew spat out, getting his spit all over Hiro's face. Hiro kept his little notebook filled with his drawings along with his plush monster snake he had when he was young. It was the only thing his parents gave to him. And even though he never met them, it still held a special place in his heart. "Aw, what is this? Your little chew toy? Are you still in teething?" The kid yanked the doll out of Hiro's hand, smashing down his notebook onto the floor. "Such a cute little thing, don'tcha think?"_

_"Hey, give that back!" Hiro tried to jump, reaching as far as his little hands could go. _

_Matthew laughed, pushing the small boy onto the muddy ground, smashing Hiro's face in the dirt before kicking his leg. Hiro grunted, pushing himself off from the ground seeing Matthew tearing off it's head, tossing it around onto the floor. His little goons all laughed before stepping on the snake. "Just stop coming to this school and all of this could be avoided-"_

_"Hey! Get away from my little brother!" _

_"Crap, let's go!" _

_Tadashi quickly ran over to his younger brother, wiping off the dirt that was spread around all over his baby brother's face. There was a small scrape on his chin, and a wound on his knee and elbow. Tadashi just prayed that he never saw those boys again, otherwise he might wind up in jail. _

_"I'm okay, really. But snakie isn't," Hiro whined, picking up the two pieces that was drenched in mud. "I'm sure you can fix him though, right?" Hiro said, smiling as his gap tooth shined through Tadashi. _

Hiro struggled to lift himself up before he felt the hood of his jacket being pulled. He tried to twist and turned, thrashing like a fish out of water attempting to remove the sweater off of him. Fabrice tried to help Hiro run before he was pushed into the wall.

Hiro tried to block, but his reflexes were sluggish. All those practices with Tadashi never paid off, and Hiro felt his nose bleeding, with blood dripping down onto his shirt. 42 wrenched Hiro's hair, seeing his face filled with agony. It made 42 laugh before he knocked Hiro out of consciousness.

* * *

><p>Tadashi finished cleaning the dishes before positioning them in the dish rack. "Ah, another day's work." Tadashi said with a sigh, wiping his forehead.<p>

He stared back at Hiro's plate that was covered with food, what time was it? Shouldn't Hiro have came back by now? Was he and his aunt really all that invested in their poker game? Tadashi peered over to see the clock that was hung on the wall, "11:15?"

The kid was way past out his curfew, surely his bot fight didn't last all that long. And if he was in jail Tadashi would have already been notified. Right? Tadashi quickly looked outside, trying to see if Hiro was even nearby their house. Not a single body was seen, or a single car. The snow was falling already and Tadashi knew it would be a pain in the ass to drive through. Usually it doesn't snow down here in Califronia, but ever since 2016, the weather here was dropping. Tadashi reached for his phone, feeling his heart dropped once he noticed all the notifications his alarm sent out. Tadashi quickly listened to the recording, hearing every single word. Tadashi's heart was gunning and his mind was racing. He nearly tripped over his own footing before he leaped down the stairs to the front door. He had to make sure Hiro was alright.

How did he not hear the alarm? Why did he play such a stupid game of poker? Tadashi raced on his scooter to the site, squinting his eyes when he was a blurry figure laying on the floor. Tadashi stopped short, leaping off his motorcycle before running to the mysterious object. But there was no person, there was no living being even near by.

"Hiro's jacket? And his robot?"

* * *

><p><strong>There! I hope you liked it and yah. The story is going to be different, but I'm sure no one really minds. Please remember, I love reviews more than anything in the world, and I hope you give my story a big fav! I'm very passionate about this story and people leaving me reviews gives me more confidence in my writing. C: <strong>


	2. Chapter 2

This chapter does contain _sexual assault_ HOWEVER! The point of this story is to **_raise awareness_** for people whose voices have been unheard or _silenced_. (It's not like I go into full detail or anything) Anyway, I want to make this _clear_ and I hope that this story **influences** the readers that this _does_ happen. Maybe not exactly like this, but defiantly along the lines. Thank you, and enjoy.

* * *

><p>The night sky was frightfully eerie, almost as if the moon has part ways with Earth. Or those little trinkets of starlight, vanished. The bitter cold was making the this year the coldest winter since <em>1972<em>. The fingertips on Tadashi's bare hands were gradually evolving into a deep, shade of red. His cheeks were flushed and the frigid night dropped down thirty degrees than two hours ago. He was sure he was going to catch something tonight. Tadashi was frantic by the situation, perhaps even more neurotic than Wasabi, but he had to remain his phlegmatic position. The worse he could do is react irrationally to this incident that has wrongfully could he allow such a thing to happen? No, how the hell could Hiro be so _stupid_? After so many talks Tadashi gave him, he still disobeyed his older brother. Only God knows what the hell those dimwits are doing to his little brother. It would have been wise to call 911, but Tadashi didn't want to crazily jump into conclusions. Honey rubbed off on him - if she was here what would she do? She would say: Hiro probably went home and is now sleeping like a baby.

Yeah, that's all. Right? It's only 11:35 outside, how far could this knucklehead travel? He had to be around. Okay Tadashi, don't get too carried away. Hiro is probably all right. His younger rascal of a brother is most certainly in a bed, filled with covers and matching blankets, curled up and sleeping away like a little angel. Yes? Or perhaps, Hiro is eating his dinner he left on the counter because he's so hungry. Poor boy didn't have anything this whole day. Okay Tadashi, it's okay. It's completely okay. It's fine! It's fantastic even! Absolutely fantastic. Fantastic, like really _fantastic_. Tadashi was going to lose his mind. He's been searching for an hour and still no sign. Children who get kidnapped mostly _die_ within the first seven hours - scratch that, within the first _hour_. And the worse part is, he didn't even know where the hell Fabrice lives. If Tadashi doesn't find Hiro in about three minutes he is going to call the police.

"Okay Hiro, quit playing games with me. Haha, you got me. Come out now!" Tadashi tittered, scratching the back of his head nervously.

This wasn't time for games and this sure as hell wasn't time for pranks. It's late at night; it's blistery cold and Tadashi just drove through a puddle getting water inside his shoes. Just great.

He was strolling around with his scooter, going through small spaces to large places in the city. Hiro just had to be somewhere; somewhere close to his jacket. Tadashi kept inspecting every little space of the city in complete scrutiny. It would make sense if people mistaken him to be a detective - Tadashi might as well be one. His mind was blank and only one thought filled the void inside his head: Find Hiro. However, the more he passed each square inch of the town, the more despondent he felt. He could feel his hope slipping away from his glossy hands. He had to accept the possibility that Hiro was kidnapped.

Wow, that word was so foreign to him. How the hell could Tadashi be a father if he can't even protect Hiro? Crown Tadashi the title for being the worse brother ever. He deserves it, who the hell agrees to their younger brother over some pathetic bargain. It was a stupid rule that meant everything to Hiro... _which is why I even accepted that dumb list._

Tadashi stopped his vehicle, taking out his phone, this was it. There was no other way to get around it, he has to call the police. His brother could be dead and it would be all Tadashi's fault for delaying. He brought the phone close to his face waiting for the police to answer.

"_911, what's your emergency?_"

This was it... "There's been a kidnapping. I tried looking for him but he was no where to be found. He was suppose to be home by 10, but I-" Tadashi couldn't say he installed a tracking system on his brother... "I got a voicemail and he was being attacked. He's 14 and -"

"_Okay sir, I'm going to ask you to calm down, okay? Where was he going?_"

Shit.

"I don't, I don't _know_. He said he going somewhere with his- H-hold on, wait I think I see him!" Tadashi hung up, squinting his eyes at the silhouette. He moved his hands with such speed, jolting towards the figure with his wheels screeching against the pavement. "Hiro! _Hiro_! Is that you?!"

The mysterious figure pivoted around, stopping abruptly in his tracks. Tadashi slowed down his motorcycle, with his eyes squinting to catch a better glimpse of the guy. It was nowhere close to a 14 year old's body. And Tadashi was pretty sure Hiro didn't age in the course of 3 hours into a full out grown man, who somehow brought a suit and a briefcase. His hair was a musty brown color and Tadashi swore he saw a tattoo on that guy. His stubble beard was what caught Tadashi's eyes though. "No sorry, I'm no hero. But I can try and help if you tell me anything."

Tadashi stopped his motorcycle, apprehensively gazing at the man. He probably just got out of work. No one in their right mind would be walking so late at night in only a suit. Right? Besides this man could know where his little brother is. Still, Tadashi have a bad hunch about this guy, something about this just didn't feel right. "Uh... He is pretty short. He has crazy black hair, and he was wearing a blue shirt with black pants."

"Hm... I think I saw _something_ blue just down a couple of blocks to the left. I hope you find him sir. Have a good night."

"Oh thank you, thank you _so _much_!_" Tadashi grinned, dashing away from the man. He turned around to a few blocks down the buildings. "_Hiro_!"

The street lights were flickering, and the small, hunched over figure was stumbling on his own two feet. His hair was extra messy and it seemed to be a drunk man rather than his little brother. But nonetheless, Tadashi couldn't take any chances.

"..._Hiro_?"

* * *

><p><em>"Fabrice! Unless you rather die for a piece of shit, I suggest you do what I say!"<em>

_9:47_

Inside the rotting building, roamed the little mice and cockroaches, and smelly old people who drowned themselves in alcohol. Music on full blast to knock out the sounds of people fighting in the warehouse. But today was a somewhat good day, there was no bickering. Well, except for the Japanese descendant that was laying on the hard floor.

Hiro grunted, shunning his eyes away from the blinding light. His head was throbbing the same speed as his heart, with agony and every nerve in his brain pumping hard against his skull. Every time Hiro moved his eye, even if it was a small budge - it still sent excruciating migraines. Instead of Hiro trying to fight or run, (which he knew was risky anyway) took his chances and continue to bide on the floor. Completely motionless, silently praying for Tadashi to come running through those doors, saving his little brother. Scolding at these terrible men for beating him up. Especially since every difficult breath Hiro took was filled with arrant agony. That 42 guy did Hiro wrong, throwing him onto the concrete floor like he was a rag doll.

Hiro _wanted_ someone to come and swoop him up. Fabrice is over here, scared shitless mind you, (with the mental capability of a preschooler) and no actual potential to help Hiro because if he did, he would most likely get the metal stick. But it wasn't like Fabrice _wanted_ to do this, he didn't want to see Hiro in pain. No, he wanted Hiro to be free. But the real question was: why wasn't he running? Hiro's fast when he wants to be, especially if adrenaline is kicking in! He could easily escape and make it. So why wasn't he? Fabrice was becoming flummoxed and vexed with Hiro as each passing second went by. He wanted to _scream_ at Hiro, scream at him for giving up just like that. For not at least _trying_. Because that was not the Hiro he knew.

Hiro slowly moved his aching head to see out the broken window. The opening was way too high for him to actually make a jump and climb up the ladder. They would probably drag him back down to hell in a heartbeat. It was still night however, which was a somewhat good thing - but how late was it? Is Tadashi even wondering if he's alright? Probably not.

To Hiro's guess, it was probably 10, he left at around 8, yet, it doesn't look any darker. Just the same. Everything was the same except for the fact he's on the floor with his head throbbing. Don't forget how cold it was in this dump.

Fabrice hesitantly tugged his feet towards Hiro, taking a small shaky breath. This was only the beginning. Hiro looked up at Fabrice with a pained expression. He thought Fabrice was going to help him up, he was sort of hoping he would. But that's not what Fabrice would do, even if Fabrice didn't want to hurt him, he had to. However the question is, _what_ was he going to do? Why was he taking his sweet time to get over to Hiro? The faster he goes, the least amount of time Hiro would have to experience anything.

_Remember Hiro, this is all about mental capability. It doesn't hurt, the pain isn't even the- _Without even a moment to spare, he felt all the oxygen being knocked out of him. Hiro grasped for something to hold but ended empty handed. His fingers desperately tried to tear open the ground with his finger nails collecting dirt. There was nothing to hold, nothing to squeeze but his own stomach, _wheezing_ for air that seemed inaccessible.

The aching feeling he felt as his stomach churned made him feel this undeniable urge to puke. His natural body instincts curled him up into a ball, while his shaky arms wrapped around his stomach. Fabrice's kicks seemed to become more and more ruthless, even though Fabrice was actually trying to make it seem like he was trying to kick Hiro to the pulp. He got a couple of swings at Hiro's head and back while everyone around was just cheering, like this was some football game and their favorite team was winning. Hiro peeked open his eyes once the kicking ceased, and unsurprisingly the man who brought him to this lamentable warehouse, was hovering right over him.

42's beast-like hands wrenched Hiro's hair, nearly scalping him as he dragged Hiro across the wooden floor. Hiro gyrated, flinging his hands up to his hair, digging his nonexistent nails into 42's hand. Rather than actually hurting the man, it felt nothing but ants crawling on top. 42 heaved Hiro, forcing him to get up on his legs while he never let go of his hair. Hiro staggered his way up, still hoping Tadashi would come. Any minute now, just any minute Tadashi would be. He had to be here. He had to be!

"You know what, how about we just grab something to eat and call it a day, yeah?" Hiro sheepishly asked, trying to soothe down this monstrous guy. What was the chances of that actually happening? None. None at all.

42 laughed at Hiro's imprudent comment. How dare Hiro talk to him like they were best friends or something? 42 had a smug looked, flinging Hiro against the hard concrete pole with his hand still wrapped around Hiro's hair. He winced, trying to move his fiddling fingers to 42's; he hated the discomfort he felt from his hair being pulled. The sickening crack echoed around the building, even with the rowdy audience. Hiro muzzled his nose before 42 punched him on the other side. Blood was beginning to ooze down, dripping hastily on his mouth and forming a small puddle on the floor. Hiro tried his best to conceal his pain but the truth was, it hurt way too much. He couldn't scream, but he kept wincing as 42's punches was growing even more barbaric.

Tears at this point seemed pointless. Nonetheless, they were threatening to come down. "Aw, what is this? You're crying?" 42 taunted as he flung his knee with such speed at Hiro's ribs.

At that exact moment, the excruciating pain was just too surreal for Hiro. He felt like his own body was giving out due to the pain. Hiro couldn't scream though, and he couldn't cry. Not in front of this guy, no, not in front of anyone. 42 cupped Hiro's face, demanding Hiro to see him. Almost as if 42 was King of the whole world. But Hiro couldn't stare into this monster's eye. He didn't want to see the hideousness this guy retained. All Hiro could do was gasp for air, slightly squinting his eye. 42 stopped once he felt a hand on his shoulder that belonged to his leader. "That's enough, you're wasting all of my fun," they both chuckled. But nothing like a friendly chuckle.

What the hell did that mean? Hiro was silently freaking out inside his mind, preparing for all the possible scenarios that could happen to him. Imagining the worse one out of it all just to give himself _some_ comfort. Hiro knew better than to say anything witty, or to try and worm his way out. And he knew that if he showed fear, even worse would come to him. Instead, he focused on his breathing, it was all he had to do to live. The leader wrapped his left hand around Hiro's neck, gripping him like a dog as he pinned him on the floor. Hiro's poor fingers kept fidgeting but it made him focus more on his hand than some of the pain.

The floor was rough and uneven, and Hiro shut his eyes tightly preparing for this guy to probably stab him or something. It would hurt like hell, Hiro knew that, but at least it wouldn't come as a surprise. He felt something else, and the sounds he was hearing made his heart race. He blundered his eyes open seeing the leader unbuckling his belt. Hiro didn't want this at all. Anything would better than _this_, _any_thing. The terror that filled Hiro was unforgettable to everyone who saw the look on his face. Even though most of the crowd was cheering it on, laughing, they couldn't help but feel a bit bad. Some even thought that this was a little too extreme. Once the leader got his buckle off and his pants were already torn off his legs, Hiro's body involuntarily spas out, clouting the leader's face.

_Shit, shit, shit. _**_Shit_**!

He saw the leader's revolting face. His pasty, colorless skin and wretched mouth that reeked of beer and cigars made Hiro want to puke. Tattoos filled his oval sized face like a little kid drew on it and Hiro wanted to so badly cry like a little baby. Just completely scream and cry. He inwardly beat himself up once he noticed the leader was breathing furiously. Oh boy, he was going to die tonight. "Hand me the fucking hammer!" The leader's raspy voice made the whole room go silent due to the deaf worthy stentorian voice he had. It frightened everyone, and just think how Hiro felt being underneath this guy!

Fabrice shook his head watching the man staggering to his leader with a hammer in his hand. The thing is, the leader isn't going to try and kill the boy. He was too young to die, but not too young for him to feel the most traumatic experience. Just like how he was too young to see the things he saw. To feel, and experience the things he was _forced_ to endure. However it made Hiro petrified to do anything but cringed beneath him, shaking violently.

"Here, Satoshi," 42 smirked, handing Satoshi the hammer.

His malign smile sent chills rising up Hiro's spine. Hiro cowardly stared at Satoshi with a petrified gaze, shaking his head at him. Mouthing 'please don't'. It was almost like Hiro really couldn't keep up. This was too emotional for him, and it made his mind flutter with apprehension. Satoshi lowered himself on top of Hiro, making him wince in pain. He grabbed Hiro's right hand, slamming it down on the hard floor. "Don't you _dare_ touch me again, understood you little shit?"

Hiro fearfully nodded in acknowledgment with his right fingers twitching anxiously. His heart was racing, thumping rapidly against his chest. Small droplets of sweat were forming on Hiro's face from all the pain he tried to pretend wasn't there. At this point, his mind was nothing but a blur, and the pain was clouding his thoughts. "Somehow, I don't fucking believe you."

Hiro took a deep breath, shutting his eyes tightly. Wheezing for air once again. Satoshi bent Hiro's ring finger first, bringing the hammer back and slamming it at full speed. Fabrice jumped, backing up into the wall seeing Hiro flinching. He was in astonishment from the fact that Hiro still kept his promise to himself to not cry. To not even scream. Eve if the agony was too much for the 14 year old. At this point, Satoshi merely chuckled, taking his pinkie finger and laying it on its side. He jammed the hammer on his pinkie hearing the crackling sound of bone breaking, resulting Hiro to squeal ever so softly. Satoshi was roused that Hiro wasn't screaming, it was almost turning him off. But nonetheless, he laughed manically, while he swung the hammer at Hiro's middle finger.

Fabrice couldn't bare to watch anymore of this, he could feel himself starting to cry from all the guilt and empathy he was feeling for the Japanese boy. That should've been him there. _He_ should be the one having his fingers crushed with a hammer, not Hiro. He turned his head away from shame because Fabrice knew he could have helped Hiro. And instead, he chose to watch. A guy like him, didn't even deserve to live.

Satoshi smirked one last time, forcing Hiro to look at him as he nearly popped his eyes out. Satoshi wanted to see Hiro's terror as he unzipped Hiro's pants. His face to Satoshi was absolutely priceless.

"Please stop!" Hiro sobbed, knowing it was a worthless attempt. Satoshi only laugh.

He tried to be brave, he tried to but he couldn't anymore. All he could do was try to kick and move his arms around. And scream and cry, but no one will help. No one.

_Tadashi..._

* * *

><p>Aunt Cass was sitting on her living room's floor, unconsciously biting her fingernails with her other hand tapping on the table in front of her. It was nearly midnight and Tadashi was no where to be found, and the last time she saw Hiro was at 8 o'clock. Where the hell did they go? Why wasn't Tadashi answering his cell? They wouldn't go to Fred's house, would they? Or Honey's? ... Cass quickly dialed Honey's house hoping she wasn't disturbing Honey's rest.<p>

"_Hello_?" Honey asked, completely wide awake in her house.

"Hello Honey, I apologize calling so late, but have you seen or heard from Tadashi or even Hiro?"

"_It's not biggie, and no. They aren't with me at all, and the university closed a while ago. Do you want me to call him?_" Honey asked, placing down her mixture of her infamous fudge brownies. The blonde was beginning to worry for her friends, it wasn't like them to leave their aunt like that.

Cass let out a hopeless sigh; she had to be positive. She just had to. "No, it's alright. He's not answering his phone... Thank you though, goodnight."

"_If you need anything, feel free to call. Goodnight Miss Hamada, and I'm sure they're fine._"

Cass hung up her phone, tossing it at nowhere in particular. Where the hell could these boys have gone?

* * *

><p>Satoshi placed on a brown wig before fixing up his tie and heading out of the warehouse, with a briefcase filled with all of Hiro's money. Hiro was left on the floor crying to himself before he was scurrying to place on his clothes. Every inch of him, <em>hurt<em>. His mouth felt disgusting, and his body felt violated. Nothing about it was pleasurable at all, but that was the point. Fabrice tried to help Hiro but he could barely look at Hiro. Instead he watched as Hiro lifelessly stumbled out of the warehouse with his face all smashed up, and his clothes filled with dirt and stains of his own blood.

Tadashi immediately spotted a small silhouette figure in the distance walking down the narrow street. Tadashi moved his hands, forcing the scooter to go faster than before. "Hiro! _Hiro_! Is that you?!"

Satoshi smiled before he turned around, stopping abruptly. Tadashi saw him with such a blank expression on his face. His hair was a musty brown and Tadashi swore he saw a tattoo on that guy. His stubble beard was what caught Tadashi's eyes though. "I'm sorry to inform you but, I'm afraid I'm not Hiro. But I can try and help if you tell me anything."

Tadashi stopped his motorcycle, staring at the guy up and down. He probably just got out of work, no one in the right mind would be walking so late at night in only a suit. "He is pretty short, he has crazy hair. He was wearing a blue shirt with black pants."

"Hm... I think I saw _something_ blue just down a couple of block to the left. I hope you find him sir. Have a good night."

"Oh thank you, thank you _so _much_!_" Tadashi dashed around to a few blocks down the buildings. "_Hiro_!"

"...Hiro?"

Hiro couldn't try to run even if he wanted to. His legs were giving up on him and the bitter cold made it difficult for his feet to try and even budge. But the look Tadashi had on his face while he ran to his younger brother with his sweater over his shoulders was heart-wrenching. Tadashi slid on his knees, with his eyes locked on Hiro's bashed face. Fabrice helped Hiro when everything and everyone was gone, cleaning up Hiro's face. The poor boy was beaten from such extremes that even with the blood cleaned up, scratches and bruises were lingering. Tadashi fumbled with the jacket, shaking while he tried to put it over Hiro's freezing body.

Tadashi couldn't find the words before he clutched Hiro's shoulders. "What happened to you?!"

Hiro couldn't find an excuse and stood quiet for quite some time before Tadashi asked again, but this time his voice was shaky. Almost like he was crying, and that sent a dagger into Hiro's heart. "A robot at the fight went beserko while I was trying to beat it. And it ended up backfiring on me. So I went over to Fabrice and he tried to take me home, but when I went to put on my sweater, I fainted on the floor. That's all."

"Why didn't you call then?"

"I thought you were asleep... Can we just go home now? It's freezing?" Hiro pleaded, before Tadashi tentatively picked him up for a piggy back ride.

The ride home was silent and Hiro desperately wanted to take a shower, but he was so exhausted from everything he couldn't. Tadashi parked his scooter in his garage, helping Hiro up the stairs. Cass was immediately alerted when she heard the stairs creaking. She bounced up from her chair with such anxiousness. Hiro place on his hood to eschew another lecture. He wanted to avoid Cass and just hurry up to his bed.

"I'm sorry aunt Cass for worrying you, I was sleeping at Fabrice's house," Hiro quickly said, ignoring his aunt's shouting.

"He's just cranky..." Tadashi said, hugging his aunt.

"That doesn't excuse anything! Hiro! _Hiro_ get back down here, right now!"

_Slam. _

"I thought - Why didn't you tell me? Why didn't you call me? Why did you think it was okay to leave me in the dark like that? I swear you kids are going to be the cause of my diabetes. Stress eating! Okay, no. It's not okay! Hiro you hear me? It's not okay! We're having a long talk tomorrow! I swear to God, you will never see the light of day again. Mochi, let's go. My God, Tadashi you too. You think you're off the hook? Hah! If I have to I'll just take you guys out of school. Julie you have no idea how much trouble your kids are in. I swear by the end of tomorrow you won't even recognize them! I honestly don't know what's worse at this point. Their inventions, their arrests, or Hiro's rebellious side coming out. Oh my God, what if he is experiencing strange and powerful urges. I think I might lose it. I am not a parent, okay? Do I know anything about angsty teenagers? No! Just because I was one doesn't mean I know what to do! Such an un-"

Cass shut her door to her room still going off on her rant to her dead sister... Who probably wasn't even listening. Tadashi knew it would be awful if Cass found Hiro the way he did. What a night that would have been. At least it can be bothered tomorrow morning. Still, Tadashi had to look at Hiro's face before he goes to bed. Put some peroxide over his wound so Hiro would be okay... Maybe tomorrow morning.


End file.
